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Tor now the windc begins to blow. 

Thunder above, and deepes below. 

Makes fuch unquiet, that the flnp 
Should houfe him fafe,is wrackt and fplife 

And he ^good Prince J having all loft. 

By waves from coalt is toft 1 

All perifticn of man of pelfe, , 

Ne ought efcapen’d but himfelfe ; 

Till fortune tired with doing^bad. 

Threw him a ftiore to give film gladr 

And here he comes j what fliall be .next. 

Pardon old (jmer^ this long’s the Text. 

Enter Tericles wet» 

Per, Yet ceafe your ire, you angry Stars of heaven^ 
Winde, Raine, and Thunder ; Remember earthly man 
Isbutafubftancethatmuftyeeldto you: 

And I (as fits my nature J doe obey you> 

Alas the Seas hath caft me on the Rockes, 

Wafht me from Ihore to fliore,and left my breath 
Nothing to thinke on, but enfuing death : 
let it fufficc the greatnefie of your powers. 

To have bereft a Prince of all his fortunes,. 

And having throwne you from your watery grave^ 
Here to have death in peace, is all hee’l crav e. 

Enter three FiJhemjen,, 

1. WhaljtopelchS 

2. Ha, come and bring away the Nets,’ 

1 . What patch-breech, I fay, 

5 . What fay you, Mafter ? 

1. Looke how thou ftirreft now. 

Gome away, or ile fetch thee with a wannion. 

3 . Faith Mafter, I am thinking of the pooremen 
That were caft away before us, even now:. 




Pericles Vrlnee of 

Whe?/f^ •' 

Mafter, I marvell how the fifhes Uve m the Sea f 

1. Why as men doe a Land, -■ ■ 

The great ones cate up the littie oncs : -^^^^^^^ ; 

IcancompareourrichMifers,conothingfo.fitly ■ / _ / 

As to a Whale iplaies and tumbles, .. 

Driving the poore Fry before him, . 

And at laft dWoure them all ata mouthruU. - ^ • - 

Such whales have I heard on a thlattdjiv- 

Who never leave gaping, till they fwallowed ^ 

The whole Parifh, Ghurch, Steeple, Bells and all, j 
Per, A pretty Morall. . ^ 

3. But Mafteri if I had beene the Sexton,- 
I would have beene thatdayintheBelfrey, 
j. Why man? „ , 

3 , Bccaufe he ftioald have fwallowed me too. 

And when I had beene in his bdly,. 

I would have kept fuch a jangling of the bels. 

That he fhould never have left. 

Till he caft Bcls,Steeple,Church and Parifti up agamt 
But ifthe good.King Simonides were of my minde, 
per, Simonides ^ 

5. We would purge the Land of thefe Drones, 

That rob the Bee of her honey. 

Per. How from the fenny fubj'eft of the fca, 

Thefc 'fiftiers tell the infirmities of men, . 

And from theft watery Empire recolleft. 

All that may men approve, or men deteft. 

Peace be at your labour, honeftfiftiermen. _ 

2. Honeft, good fellow, what’s that, if it be a day fits you^ 

Search out of the Kalendcr, and no body look after it ? 
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